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Temptation (Prompt Story) 


by orpbhan_account 


Summary 


I was bored and out of ideas, so I asked for prompts, and got this: "A new amusement park 
has opened today and a group of friends are among the hundreds of people who are there to 
experience it. But what they don't know is what's in store for them today. The unique 
House of Temptation attraction is the talk of town, when our group of friends decide to go 
in...everything is up for grabs." 


I know that it isn't exactly an amusement park, instead a local fair, but the aesthetic that I 
had in my head seemed more appropriate. Also, the "everything is up for grabs" part I kinda 
threw out the window, but ehhh shush 


The sound of the local band playing some copyright free music, was playing over the cheap 
speakers. The talking from the crowd of people drowned out the music. Oh, and the screams. 
Those were loud too. 


"Who exactly cares about coming here?" Luna asked, trailing behind the group, looking at all of 
the rides at the local fair. 


"Me." Evan and Emily said quickly. 
"Just let them enjoy it. You didn't have to come if you didn't want to." Jason pointed out. 
"I'm going because you're going." Luna explained, referring to Jason. 


Jackson and Luna were brother and sister, and looked very similar. Black hair, blue eyes, dark 
outfits. Evan and Emily were the same, brother and sister, with brown hair and brown eyes. 


"Step right up and win a stuffed plush of your choice! Step right up!" An overly enthusiastic man 


shouted. Emily started to walk up to him. 


There was a wall of balloons, and a row of darks lined across the counter. The goal was obvious. 
The prize was not. Minions, Sonic, Pikachu, Mario, Batman, SpongeBob, Hello Kitty, Domo... 


At that point, Emily stopped looking at the seemingly endless wall of prizes. She was getting that 
cat. 


"How much?" Emily asked. 
"Fifty cents. Three balloons, and you can win a fabulous prize!" He exclaimed. 


At this point, the rest of the group was drifting their separate ways. Jason tried a basketball game, 
Evan tried a ring toss, Luna silently judged everything on offer, and Scarlett... 


Oh, yes, Scarlett. "Orange hair, green eyes, plaid shirt, blue jeans, brown shoes, fairly tall..." 
"What the Hell are you doing?" Scarlett asked, as the stranger described her appearance. 


"Oh, just narrating a little. Adding a bit of flavor." Replied the stranger in robes, in a monotone 
voice. 


"What is this, exactly?" She said, motioning to the sign above, which read, 'House of Temptation. 


"Ooooo, you will find out, only if you enter! Only a dollar per customer!" He exclaimed, in an over 
the top mysterious voice. 


"Hey, listen, I could get a plush down there for my friend for only fifty cents, and now you're 
selling me some fancy mysterious hippy shh...crap about some temptation of drugs or something?" 
Scarlett complained. 


They both paused for a moment. 


"Ooooo, only seventy five cents a customer...?" The man said, in a hopeful tone. Scarlett rammed 
her hand into her pockets, and dropped the quarters into his palms. 


"Thank you very much!" He said, as she walked into the attraction. "Mean lady." He muttered. 


Scarlett stood inside of a dark room, as the door closed behind her. There was silence for a 
moment. 


"Uh, hello?" She asked out loud. 
"Welcome! What is it that you wish for?" The voice said, interrupting her. 
"I don't know, man, money?" She asked. 


Suddenly, she saw her house. Except, her house wasn't a little cabin anymore. It was a mansion. All 
of the nearby trees were chopped down. 


"This is what a hard working lumberjack like yourself will get... money?" The voice asked. 
"First of all, what the Hell is going on, second of all, don't go all Lorax on me right now." She said. 


"Nonono, this is different. Is this what you really wanted?" He asked. 


"I don't know, you put me on the spot back there. I didn't really have time to think about it. But I 
think so?" She said. 


"Hmmm, why? A bigger house does not make a big-" The voice was interrupted. 


"A bigger heart, yeah, okay, sure. I can live better, I can have more room, I can own what I want, 
but yeah, sure, money is sooo bad." She mocked. 


There was a pause of silence again. 


"You don't have to be so critical all the time." The voice said, disappointed. "How about, hmmm, 
survival? What's the point of living if anything can be done? Don't you want that challenge?" The 
voice questioned. 


"I don't know, man. Money seems good." She said, dully. 

"How about being nice for once, hmm? It seems like you need that." He suggested. 

Scarlett rolled her eyes and walked out of the room. 

Luna discovered the attraction next, taking her place in the room, alone. 

"What is it that you seek?" The voice asked. 

"I wanna be in charge of something. Probably, like, the president." She said. 

Around her, she saw people cheering on a shadowy figure on a podium. 

"Ohhh, projectors, that's cute." She said, looking behind her, to realize what was happening. 


"Mmm, no, this is a vision. But is this really what you seek? Millions judging your every move, 
constant stress from keeping things in line? Do you want control, or do you want respect and 
attention instead?" The voice questioned. 


Luni stood there for a moment, thinking. 


"That's a fair question. I'm not exactly sure, if I'm being honest." She said. "I guess I'd prefer 
respect. Attention, nah. I just want people to care, I guess. But not constant attention or anything." 
She explained. 


The voice, who was in reality, just a guy on a speaker, fistpumped the air, despite Luni not being 
able to see him. 


"Good, good, I'm glad I could make you see clearer. You may leave now." He said. 
"That's it? Really?" Luni said, annoyed and underwhelmed. 

"Uh, next, please...!" Said the voice. 

It was Evan. 

"What do you seek?" The voice asked. 

"Uh... like, anything?" Evan questioned. 


"Yes. Anything." It said. 


"Uh, okay, so, there's this...person, that I know, and they're dating someone? But, I really like them 
too, and I'm not sure what to do...is there any way you can help?" Evan questioned. 


The projectors turned on, to show a beach. 
"You want this person, but do they want you?" The voice asked. 
"I'm not sure, probably not." Evan said, saddened. 


"They may not want you. They may prefer someone different. Not everyone in love is going to 
have someone that loves them back. You shouldn't force it. It would make them less happy, and in 
turn, make you less happy." The voice said, clearly trying to give good advice. 


"Yeah. I'm pretty unlikable I guess. And pretty stupid." Evan muttered. 


"Hey, no, that's not what I meant." The voice said, dropping it's mysterious tone. "They might just 
not like you, that's all. Hey, maybe what you really need is some self-confidence." The voice 
suggested. 


Evan walked out with no reply. 

"Uh...n-next!" The voice studdered. 

It was Emily. 

"What do you seek from this tempting place?" The voice asked, trying to get back into his rhythm. 
"I want my friend back." She said, dully. 

The projectors didn't turn on this time. He had forgotten. 


"Oh, uh, maybe try reconnecting with them. Bonding over something special, doing something 
nice for-" The voice was cut off. 


"She's dead." Emily said. 
Silence. 


"I'm...I'm sorry. Uh...maybe try talking to loved ones who knew about your friend. Reliving 
memories, through pictures or videos, keeping their spirit alive, you know? Whatever made you 
care about them, whatever they did to make you happy, do it for others. Whatever they enjoyed, 
maybe try it yourself, if that interests you. Uhm..." The voice paused once more, struggling to 
think. 


"Thank you." Emily said, choking up a little. 


"You're welcome, I'm, uh, glad I could help. Stay strong. Keep moving forward." The voice said, 
relieved he could help, at least somewhat. "Next!" 


Jason walked in. 


"Hello, hello! What is it that you're seeing from this place?" The voice asked, clearly cheered up 
and energized again. 


"The meaning of life." Jason said. 


"Listen kid, it's been a long day, and it's almost the end of my shift, just let the next guy answer. 
Hang on." He said, walking away. 


Jason stood there in darkness, and in silence, for a minute. Or two. Or three. 

"What you seek." The new voice said, dully, incorrectly, chewing food over the microphone. 
"Meaning of life." Jason said, annoyed. 

A pause. 


"Borger." The voice said. 
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